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Failure to pass a certain examination postponed Feodor's
promotion. He wrote to his brother, "I have not been ad-
mitted to the next grade. Horror! Another year, a whole
year of work!" He blamed his professor of algebra for hav-
ing unfairly failed him. This professor detested him, he
thought. Everybody detested him. "I would like to crush
the universe." He sent his father his notebook to prove to
him that the examination jury had been motivated by the
darkest malice. "Oh, God!" jie wrote. "What have I done to
arouse your wrath? Why do you not dispense your favors
to me, so that I might gladden the heart of the most loving
of fathers? Oh, how many tears I have shed! Pupils who an-
swered less well than I were admitted, thanks to their con-
nections."
Feodor's grief was so great that he fell ill and was com-
pelled to stay in bed for several days. His only comfort was
the books his brother sent him, and the letters awaited with
the impatience of a lover. He postponed unsealing them and
increased his pleasure by carrying them around unopened
for hours.
But sometimes he was bitterly disappointed when he
opened the envelope. Mikhail was no longer the same. He
now spoke of clothes, asked Feodor whether he wore a
mustache and alluded to a young lady who was not a shining
creation of his poetic genius but existed in the flesh. She was
named Emilia von Ditmer, lived in Reval and Mikhail
planned to marry her. To be sure, this decision did not pre-
vent him from writing, and he wallowed in his own lyricism
just as enthusiastically as before. To be infatuated with a real
woman, not even to have the excuse of an unhappy love, like
Shidlovsky, was to be unpardonably sentimental.